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as I would be glad I might, that I broke my word
with her ; but if I saw her any more, I saw nothing
of what gave me so much offence before.

The end of my relating this story is answered in
describing the manner of their address, without
bringing myself to confession; if I did anything I
have some reason to be ashamed of, it may be a less
crime to conceal it than expose it.

The particulars related, however, may lead the
reader of these sheets to a view of what gave me a
particular disgust at this pleasant part of the world,
as they pretend to call it, and made me quit the
place sooner than travellers use to do that come
thither to satisfy their curiosity.

The prodigious stupid bigotry of the people also
was irksome to me ; I thought there was something
in it very sordid. The entire empire the priests
have over both the souls and bodies of the people,
gave me a specimen of that meanness of spirit,
which is nowhere else to be seen but in Italy, espe-
cially in the city of Rome.

At Venice I perceived it quite different, the civil
authority having a visible superiority over the ec-
clesiastic ; and the church being more subject there
to the state than in any other part of Italy.

For these reasons I took no pleasure in filling my
memoirs of Italy with remarks of places or things ;
all the antiquities and valuable remains of the
Roman nation are done better than I can pretend
to, by such people who made it more their busi-
ness ; as for me, I went to see, and not to write,
and as little thought then of these memoirs, as I ill
furnished myself to write them.

I left Italy in April, and taking the tour of Ba-
varia, though very much out of the way, I passed
through Munich, Passau, Lintz, and at last to
Vienna,
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